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One 


| can take whatever you give me. You already knew that, didn't you? | can handle whatever comes my way. 


Always overcome everything. Don't fight it, babe. You just can't. | never lose. 


The room is so dim, yet your eyes still glitter in amusement. Your flat on your back with your fingers 


clutching at the dirty sheets. Very dirty in fact. So fuckin’ dirty that they'll never wash clean 
We don't want them to come clean, do we? 

No, of course we don't 

"Axl." 

Say my name. It's still unreal. Say it softly or scream it out loud. 

"Axl." 


It snaps me back to reality. It lets me know that I'm still over you. My face inches from yours. Our lips meld 


together , its rough and unyielding. | can hear you groan underneath me, the heat from your body against 
mine. You'll submit, though. | always take control. 


Always. 
Ill fuck you on these dirty sheets. Its our sins and our shit that stain it. When you lift your hips up, grinding 


against me.. | can't think straight. It's all you. | want you. And that heat, that lust rises up from the depths of 


me. It consumes me. It's an obsession, you know? 
"Axl " 


Say it one more time and | swear I'll break your face. I'll choke you right here and now. Don't remind me of 


these dirty sheets. Don't say my name because | don't want to believe I'm doing this. 

And now it's tight and hot. Sweat pouring out, covering every inch of skin. The friction between our bodies 
sending me into a euphoric state. Its beyond any drug, any medicine prescribed | spend thousands of dollars 
trying to get this same effect only without you. 

It never works. 

"Axl!" 

Shhh..we're so close. Don't say it now. Don't say it when I'm almost there. I'm dizzy. In a fuckin’ daze, just filled 
with the pure sensation of being inside you. We've left this dingy hotel room and gone to heaven or something 
close to it. | don't think | can breathe, or speak, or anything.. 

But say my name and it'll all end. Don't let me drop from this cloud yet. Too soon. 

And in a hot rush l'm spiraling out of control. It seems to take hours, days for me to recover. I'm panting and 
trembling, when | finally open my eyes and see you next to me. You're hunched over the edge of the bed, your 
back curved and still sheathed in sweat. A cigarette dangles from your lips as you turn your head towards me. 
"I think the whole floor heard you, man," You chuckle softly. "Something up tonight?" 

"Something," | answer, not bothering to explain it all. Would you really understand? 

"Care to tell?" 

"No." 

And you leave it at that, no prodding, no nagging. You give me my space and leave me alone with my thoughts. 


| take the cigarette you offer and reflect again. You're still at the edge of the bed, no acknowledgement from 
either of us about what just happened. 


Its best that way. Talk too much and I'll over think it. Best to drop it. 


| glance at the sheets and sigh, tracing the creases with my fingertips. "We've dirtied the sheets again 


